DanganWonka: Ready Player Chiaki

“I honestly don’t see how I left Chiaki behind. I guess with all the excitement I put her down for a second. How did I forget to pick her back up after talking Celestia?!” Hajime hadn’t stopped muttering aloud since the discovery the group was one short. Constantly blaming himself was all he could do as Junko guided them through the halls, bathing in his worry and self-loathing. It was all she needed to feel alive after her plaything was rolled off to who-knows-where in her factory.

“Geez Hajime, I didn’t think you were that much of an idiot!” Hiyoko laughed in her usual mocking tone. She had returned to normal now that Celestia was gone. “I bet you were too busy getting stiff when that drill head turned blue and blimped up.”

Akane gasped at these words “I didn’t know Hajime was into that kind of stuff. He’s a lot wilder than I thought!” The gymnast was joining in the teasing, forgetting the fact that one of their friends was missing in this malicious maze.

Junko’s heart fluttered from such callousness and despair. Arriving back at her chocolate-colored lounge, she invited the group in. “I’m certain Chiaki is perfectly fine. Even if her charge was careless to leave her alone and abandoned somewhere. Who knows how long it’ll take to find her! Though I’m sure she can find some M&Ms to nibble on until then.” She watched Hajime, Hiyoko, and Akane walk through the door. “Hmm? Makoto? Aren’t you coming?”

“…” He hadn’t said a word since Celeste was rolled away, the look of frustration and desperation stuck in his face. Throughout this supposed “tour”, he was the only one who had lost friends: Aoi…Chihiro…and now Celeste. The weight of all this madness was crushing his mind and soul. “No…there has to be a way…a way to save them.” Makoto shook off the stress, knowing full well he was in Junko’s world. It was already a bad idea to challenge her head on as Celeste did or try and undermine her like Chihiro. “I have to play the long game.”

Play as long as you want, it won’t change much in the end. Junko hummed to herself as Makoto finally sat down in the lounge. He kept to himself as Hajime’s concerning mutters filled the air. “Not to be too rude but is there any way you can shut up? Your constant mumbling is giving me a headache.”

“How can I stay still?” Hajime said, bucking up at their oppressive hostess. “She could be lost, or scared, or hurt, or even worse…”

“What’s worse than being hurt?” Hiyoko asked, putting a finger to her chin. “Oh I guess turning into a marshmallow sissy bunny or a blueberry ball is pretty bad!” Makoto didn’t bother with a response, shooting her an icy glare that caused her to shirk. Junko slammed her cane to the ground, catching their attention as the four quieted down.

“I propose this. You all, as my guests, stay here and relax a spell. I’ll search the factory for Chiaki with my Monokumas.” As on cue, several of the demented plush bears popped up by her feet. “They can get you anything you’d like if you’re feeling puckish. So long as you all don’t leave here, then it’ll be fine.”

“W-Why?!” Makoto asked, standing up to her. “So we can be filled with whipped cream and bounced around?!”

“Umm no, idiot!” Junko pushed him back to the couch, lording over him. “If you go out too, then you’ll get lost. THEN I have more work to do.”

“Geez, just do what she says or you’ll be going to the pie room!” Hiyoko snickered.

Hajime added his own thoughts on the matter. “To be fair…Junko has a point. No good if two people get lost.”

Akane hadn’t heard a word of the chat, too busy bugging the Monokumas with a tall order after being promised free snacks. “I want a box of jerky. Two colas. Oh and some beef skewers!”

“Good, it looks like everyone’s happy. Right Makoto?” He said nothing as Junko left the lounge, sealing the doors behind her. Finally alone, she was able to relax her attitude. “Sheeeesh, being a ‘gracious host’ is a lot of work. I just wanna blimp them up noooow.” Moaning, she pulled out a two-way radio. “Any of you cuties see the sloth?”

“Negative!”

“Negative!”

“Wait, we’re looking for a sloth?”

“Found her! She’s slumped over near the Invention Room!”

“That far back eh? I guess that shouldn’t be too much of a surprise.” Junko started that way, twisting down the halls as they seemed to double over on themselves. She was a little sad that Chiaki hadn’t gotten too far off. “It’s a lot more fun when they stumble in a room I can punish them in. Like how that shutterbug stumbled in the egg room.”

Giggling, she continued onward until she came across a gaggle of her Monokumas, all huddled around the dormant Chiaki. Her loud snores masked their mischievous giggles, each one posing a different scenario for her fate. Junko stood by, watching as they argued amongst themselves, Chiaki none the wiser. After a few minutes of debating, one of the bears approached Junko.

“Hey! Should we try out that room? We did build it for her.”

“Aww come on, that’s too obvious. Maybe we can set her up for the blueberry roulette!”

“But we just did that! It’ll be too boring doing the exact shtick again even if she’s oblivious.”

“I agree. Turning two of our guests into blueberries seems a trifle.” Junko snorted at her own dumb pun. “What I do think, however, is this is a perfect time to debut the Game Room.” She nodded before ordering her bear army around. “It’s decided. Be careful not to wake her up or it’ll ruin the surprise!”

Letting out a chorus of “Puhuhuhuhu”, the Monokumas did their best to gently lift Chiaki up from the wall. Carrying her off like a group of ants, Junko skipped behind, eagerly anticipating the results of their untested toys.

“Chiaki….Hey Chiaki!” She groaned as the world slowly came into focus. Chiaki wondered how long she’d be out that time as a familiar, warm voice continued to call to her. “There you are. I swear your snores could wake the dead.” Hajime gently teased.

“I don’t snore that loud.” Chiaki huffed, puffing her cheeks in response. The whole scene made Hajime laugh, rubbing her head as he slid off the bed.

“That’s because you don’t hear how bad they are. Maybe I’ll get Soda to make something to record it. Compare it to a jet taking off.” Chiaki pouted again as Hajime got out of the bed.

“You’re lucky I like you. Though, what happened to the factory?”

“What factory?”

“The one we were stuck in. You were there…and Hiyoko…and Akane. There was some other guy too, said he was from Hope’s Peak an-”

Hajime shook his head, laughing at the overactive imagination of his friend. “I think you need to stop playing those weird platformer games before you conk out for 12 hours. How about I make you breakfast and you can tell me all about it?”

“S-Sure.” Chiaki nodded, looking around the room as Hajime slinked to the mini-kitchenette to whip her up something. Everything seemed normal enough; it was her bed in the cabin on Jabberwock Island, the room was the way she remembered setting it up, and Hajime seemed his usual self. No marshmallow boys or bizarre chromatic bears. “Maybe it was all a dream.”

“Chiaki? How many eggs you want?”

“Just yawwwwn two please.” She answered, struggling to get out of bed. She tried once more to sit upright and failed. “Nnggh…why can’t…I get up…” With a few more tries, Chiaki sat up and slid out the covers, scratching her bare tummy as she let out another yawn. Her body guided itself toward the bathroom even though she hadn’t really thought about going just yet. Although as she moved across the cabin, Chiaki swore she saw a green light dimly shining overhead.

“Hajime?”

“How much bacon you want?”

“J-Just a bit…” If he didn’t notice it, then maybe I shouldn’t say anything. She thought to herself, doing her business as quickly before moving to her wardrobe, looking over it. “Not sure why I’m thinking on this. Don’t wear much else except my hoodie.”

“I swear I think you were born in it.” Hajime joked as he put the finishing touches on their breakfast. Chiaki looked away for only a second, giving him a smile before she discovered herself dressed and ready to go for the day.

“…I think I need more sleep.”

“At least don’t pass out without something in your stomach.” Chiaki felt her body take control again, guiding her along to the couch as she plopped down. “I think I went a little overboard.” He wasn’t kidding as the entire table was covered with enough breakfast to fill Akane twice over. Bacon platters, a bowl of greasy eggs, toast, pancakes, hash browns, and sausages glazed with syrup with a whole gallon of juice. All were waiting for her. “I’m certain as soon as you’re done, you can hibernate happy.”

Giggling at his joke, Chiaki looked over the spread once more, unsure where to begin. The glowing green light returned as her arm jerked forward, snatching up a wedge of toast, loading it with eggs, bacon, and potatoes as she chomped away. Despite it having a marvelous taste, there was something bothering her fully. I can’t control myself. Part of her first thought that she was simply hungry. It wasn’t the first time that she crashed hard and woke up hungry. Even though Chiaki did her best to stop it, her body wasn’t willing to respond to her commands.

“Everything good Chiaki?” Hajime asked, leaning in to wipe off grease splotches from her cheeks.

“Mmhmm!” She nodded, her face flooded with breakfast meat and cheese. How come Hajime isn’t having any? She thought while pushing more down her gullet. And…how did he make all this so fast? He’s good at cooking but doesn’t have the same speed Teruteru would. Chiaki wondered, only in control of her thoughts as her body demanded more. Never before had she displayed such levels of greed. With the way she gorged it was like she was possessed with Akane’s hunger.

Minutes passed as Chiaki’s appetite hadn’t waned once. At one point, she felt her body seize up, overclocked with too much breakfast. A quick slap on the back by Hajime unclogged her windpipe, resulting in a heavy BEEELLLCCCHH that shook the room. Undaunted, she carried on. Her flat, washboard belly was slowly curving outwards, growing more bloated with each passing gulp and chew. Chiaki knew her body better than anyone: she had eaten way beyond her normal limit yet she was compelled to keep eating. Then there was that dull green shimmer that hovered overhead. Hajime still hadn’t noticed it but tended to her every need as she pigged out.

Almost a half-hour later and Chiaki was done. Not because she had hit her limit but because she had polished off the entire spread. Her head cocked back over the edge of the couch, Chiaki tried to massage the mass of breakfast resting heavy in her gut. The occasional belch rippled from her stained lips, her body doing its best to churn the greasy mess. Craning her head up, she didn’t seem all too fazed by the pot belly she was totting. Pushing her skirt out and shirt up, Chiaki poked her belly button, a firm reminder that she had totally pigged out.

“That hit the spot Chiaki?” She nodded weakly. “Good, I’ll get started on making you lunch in a bit. Maybe I could rub your belly until then?” Chiaki let out a small moan at Hajime’s suggestion, relaxing her body as he dug his fingers into her gut. Shuddering in pleasure, small purrs escaped her mouth in the midst of languid belches. “So you dreamt we were in a factory huh?”

“Mmmhmmm…there was some crazy girl…with a mmmhmmm top hat.”

“Was that before or after Chihiro turned into a marshmallow bunny?” Chiaki felt her heart drop. It confirmed what had been weighing heavy on her mind, heavier than the food baby her body struggled to process. “Hmm? Chiaki?”

“…you’re not Hajime…”

“What?” He stopped rubbing her belly, standing up as color drained from his face. “W-What are yo-”

“I didn’t mention anything about the bunny.”

“I swear you told me how he turned into a fluffy bunny.” Chiaki puffed her cheeks, scowling.

“I didn’t mentioned that Chihiro was a boy either.” Hajime grimaced as he felt his body twitch. Writhing in agony, his eyes filled with static, he phased out of the room; vanishing in the blink of an eye. Chiaki sighed as she tried to sit up. “I knew something was off…”

“You idiots! Who slipped up?” A voice heard, one Chiaki was surprised to hear.

“It’s not my fault, Monokuma 4 messed up his role as Hajime.”

“Don’t blame me, you’re the one that didn’t make her tell him about the dream sooner!”

“…That’s Junko…and Monokumas arguing…” Chiaki said, looking around confused. “Where are you?” The television set in her cabin flickered on as Junko stood on screen, looking awfully proud of herself alongside her minions. “Where’s Hajime?”

“Oh relax. That wasn’t the real Hajime. I’m surprised you saw through it.” Junko mockingly applauded Chiaki.

“The breakfast…lack of control of my body…the green shine…too many things didn’t add up…so I can only assume…I-I'm in a...video game.” She said aloud, slowing down towards the end as the idea seemed to confuse even her.

“Ding! I wouldn’t expect any less from the Ultimate Gamer. I was gonna roll this out later on but you should be flattered that you’re the first guest I’ve had to test out my Game Room.” Chiaki raised an eyebrow to that, looking around the empty cabin again, trying her best to process this turn of events. “I admit, even I don't know all the science behind it but I can explain the basics. When we found you napping, we brought you to the control room where we zapped your body into data.” Chiaki nodded, doing her best to follow along with the lengthy rambling while struggling to stay conscious. “After that, we were able to reconfigure your data into a different format. It's like when you take a Word document and turn it into a PDF. Now you're trapped in our Super Despair System and I have a few ideas for some fu-"

"Zzzzzz...." Chiaki let out a loud snore, Junko scowling as called out to her. 

"WILL YOU WAKE UP? YOU'RE RUINING THE VIBE!" She snorted, jolting awake as she rubbed her eye. 

"Nnggh...breakfast made me...sleepyaawwwwnnn." For someone that was trapped in a video game at the hands of someone as menacing as Junko, Chiaki didn't seem all that bothered by this revelation. "Can I...go back to bed?"

Junko grumbled, her ire growing by the second. "No! I think a change of pace is in order. It'll help wake you up and, to be honest, this life simulator garbage is always boring." In the real world, Junko fiddled a stack of games, hoping to find the perfect one to amuse both her and Chiaki. Rummaging through the numerous cartridges, she came across the perfect diversion that she knew would wake the gamer. “Hope you’re hungry Chiaki. This game will sure to put some meat on those bones.”

There was no way to stop what was coming as Chiaki watched the room change before her. It was in an instant that her cabin blipped out of existence, leaving her floating in an eerie black void.  Worried filled her head for a moment with what would happen to her as the world began to creep back in. However it wasn’t the relaxing cabin she had previously woken up to. Instead, Chiaki found herself in a peculiar maze, walls glowing dark blue as a line of cream puffs curiously floated down the halls. 

“Welcome to Chak-Attack!” Junko called out, announcing her new game with a gusto. “Make sure you collect enough Power Pellets to avoid the Monoghosts. Earn enough points and maybe I’ll let you out. Don’t worry, I’ll do all the work since you must be exhausted!” Chiaki’s body tipped forward, parallel to the ground as her arms were stuck at her sides. Wiggling in the air, she was fully paralyzed as her mind wondered what insanity was about to come. 

A little jingle echoed through the world, signaling the game had started. Chiaki lurched forward, her mouth chomping the air instinctively as she glided along the maze, her mouth chomping the air rhythmically. It didn’t take long for her to hit a cream puff as she instinctively gobbled it down, her body bloating outward as opposed to just her gut. 

“Whoops. Forgot to mention, each cream ball you eat adds points to my score and pounds to your waistline. It shouldn’t be too bad. So long as you don’t swallow too many Monoghosts.” Chiaki couldn’t respond, her mouth flooded with cloying cream, filling her tummy with an alarming amount of sweets. Making a sharp turn in the maze, Chiaki winced at the lengthy row of pellets that waited for her. “Here we go!” 

With a renewed gusto, Junko continued to guide her plaything along towards dozens of snacks for her to swallow whole. It brought her new pleasures to have this much control over a person, ruining their body and filling them with despair all in one. Chiaki couldn’t share the enthusiasm, the gamer not used to being played like this. Then there was the issue of her body blowing up like a cream-filled water balloon. Fleshy thighs wobbled behind her, her green socks cutting into rings of wobbling fat. Her trademark hoody was growing tight on her ham sized arms as her tummy was no longer rock hard but began to droop with fluffy lard towards the maze-floor. 

“Alright enough messing around, here come the Monoghosts!” Chiaki gulped, her second chin and neck-ring bulging, breaking her pink ribbon that dug into her folds. She could hear them, somewhere in the maze, coming after them. She pushed out thoughts of what’d happen if they caught her as a red Monoghost rounded the corner. Chiaki’s body did a 180, zipping back the way she came as she was thrown through the twists and turns of the game; it was near impossible to keep up with how many pellets rocketed down her gullet as Junko seemed to be looking for something. “Aha!”

Chiaki saw it pulsing in front of her: a massive cream pellet, far bigger than any of the others she encountered in this crude game. Jolting towards it, a pink Monoghost was approaching from her front as she heard another behind her, closing in on her floating, obese pudge. Chiaki winced as her face was smeared with gobs of cream as she swallowed the Super Pellet whole, making her stomach lurch out a few inches, and causing her skirt to stretch painfully along her gut. The belly ache was worth it as the bearish ghosts changed to a dark blue, looking almost worried as Chiaki advanced on them. Chomping along, she sunk her teeth into one, the texture and taste like a Peep as it made her fill with a solid hundred pounds of pure lard. 

Junko snorted at the sight, pushing her controller forward as Chiaki chased down the bonus ghosts. “Hehe, there we go. How dare they chase a sweet, innocent girl like you?! Let’s turn the tables on them!” One by one, the remaining Monoghosts vanished down the chunky Chiaki’s throat, stretching her terribly full as they ran back to their starting base in hopes to chase her down again. “Don’t worry Chiaki, there are a few extra Super Pellets in the maze. I’m certain you can handl- Oh! A bonus fruit!” Chiaki grimaced as her face smashed into a cherry pie, splattering chunks across her face as her butt filled, lifting her skirt up on dual mounds of marshmallow-white blubber.

The round continued without pause as Junko did her best, biding her time as the Monoghosts would line up in a row, allowing her the perfect opportunity to have Chiaki down a Super Pellet before gobbling them down in succession. With each bite, she could feel her legs billowing, rising like fluffy marshmallows in a microwave, her stockings doing their best to keep her thighs and calves covered while her fat feet were stuffed into undersized shoes. Not helping her plight was how she could feel small gusts of wind rippling against bare butt, her panties wedged deep in her crack. 

“Aww. That’s no fun!” Junko moaned as Chiaki gobbled down a half-dozen cream pellets.

“W-W-HURRRPPP what’s…wrong?”

“The level’s over!” Chiaki let out a sigh of relief. She wasn’t sure how much more she could take now. Part of her wanted to move her bingo-wing arms down to adjust her skirt, which was cutting into a thick slab of belly fat that tucked itself into her panties. Every movement made caused more jiggles to ripple through her body, making her feel like a jell-o mold in a fridge. Wobbling around, Chiaki belched, hoping to relieve some of her stomach’s pressure as several buttons from her shirt popped off, scattering across the maze floor. “So…are we done?”

“Hardly!” Junko moaned, making Chiaki whimper slightly. “This is a piss-poor excuse for a high score. I haven’t even made it to the Top Ten yet!” With that, the maze vanished for a split second before returning, the cream pellets back and hovering in the air as Chiaki knew what was coming her way. “Don’t worry, it’s just the second level Chunki. I’m certain a gamer like you can beat this in…say…ten levels.”

Chiaki wanted to fight back, stop this madness and get back to Hajime. Junko had other ideas as she moved her plaything forward, letting her gobbled pellet after pellet, adding to her thick lumbering mass. Somewhere, off screen, Chiaki could hear the mischievous chuckles of the Monokumas as they geared up to provide their own OST to Junko’s game.

Enoshima Entertainment is proud to show
How a girl like Chiaki can blimp and grow
Come one come all, see the once proud gamer
Is there a spot open for the Ultimate Gainer?

Don't give us that dirty glare
You've grown more than enough for us to stare
If you didn't decide to take a nap
You wouldn't be in this hellish trap

Such a lazy gamer, what do you do all day?
Sit on your butt, eat chips, and play?
Think on it long, think on it hard
It was inevitable for you to become a pile of lard!

Chiaki winced at their words as she continued to plump and fill, her obesity gaining momentum as the song carried Junko along. Her fervent button mashing and frenzied gameplay was actually making the poor game-pig sick to her stomach as her gullet was overloaded with bonus pies, more pellets, and marshmallow ghosts. It was getting to the point where she could actually feel her sugar-filled gut drag across the maze's floor. That wasn't going to stop Junko from getting her prestigious high score as the Monokumas carried on. 

You're stuck in there for quite a spell
What game should come next, don't be shy! Do tell!
Hungry, Hungry Hippos could be a treat
Gobbling down pellets till we can't see your feet

After that, we'll load up Pong or Breakout
Though to get you round, we'll stuff you with takeout
As you listen to our glorious rhymes
We'll have you eat enemies in Burger Time!

The more they rambled on, the less enthused Chiaki was getting. She never dreamed as the Ultimate Gamer she'd be stuck in this sort of game. Sure, she imagined being in video games but never as a bloated toy to be carted along, gorging on who knows what. Between each pellet bite and bonus pie, Chiaki continued to grunt as her belly continued to scrap across the ground; growing slightly red from irritation. To make matters worse, she could feel the walls of the maze squeezing against her fluffy hips. 

We have hundreds of games for you to try
Come on, chins up, no need to cry
You're stuck in there for quite a bit
It's a one way trip to that world, we do admit

So let's not worry too much now
You've grown nice and plump you lazy cow
Now comes the-

Monokumas song abruptly stopped when a loud crash echoed from the speaker, Junko frozen in place as she stared at the screen in disbelief. A bright red error message was stuck across the screen as her army of bear helpers nervously glanced at one another. No one wanted to be the first to approach the broken factory owner as the controller trembled in her hands. Junko's expressionless face turned to blinding rage as the controller snapped in two.

"WHAT HAPPENED TO MY GAME?!" She cried, chucking the broken plastic towards her bears. Panicking, they did their best to see what all had happened as they loaded in the last seconds of gameplay. Unbeknownst to them, while they were singing their song, Chiaki's blubber rolls had struggled to roll along the hallways as designed. As such, when the Ultimate Gamer hit her first ton, there was no where for her to go as her thick folds and sticky slabs of flab were wedged tight in the maze. It wasn't until Junko had touched the last Super Pellet in the level that Chiaki's mammoth proportions caused the maze walls to crumble, unable to withstand the tonnage and quite literally, crashing Chak-Attack. "Nnnngggghhhh as much as I wanted that high score," Junko mumbled, clenching her fist and teeth. "I...feel alive...with despair...haheheehahahah Oh God it feels so good. To come so close to what I wanted and have it crash and burn before me. It's wonderful. Marvelous. I can't even be mad!"

"Boss...you sure you're not mad?" One Monokuma asked as it hid behind a chair. It and several other hidden Monokuma emerged as Junko continued to gush about her own despair. 

"Mad? I can't be mad at this. It's what I crave!" Junko snickered, working to regain her composure. "Phew...God, what a rush. It's what I was hoping for in that blueberry game. Though seeing my guests despair can satiate me just as good." Looking over her minions, she shot them a sadistic smile. "How about you all take a break? Give Chunki here a new game to play while I attend to the rest of our guests!" 

The bears cheered, swarming around the game console as they argued what to play next with their custom-built blubber avatar. Chiaki could hear their giggles and laughs, as well as their bickering, knowing full well she was stuck for the long haul. Left alone in a broken game, stuck on her butt, she knew there was little time to assess just how much damage Junko had done to her. Her hoodie was long gone, decimated by a mountain of back rolls stacked precariously on top one another with arms so swollen she could smother Hiyoko with them. Struggling to crane her encumbered neck with triple chins hanging off it, Chiaki could only see a small glimpse of her hips and rear. The only gauge she had to measure them were the walls, which currently lay crumbled beneath her. 

"Maybe it's best...not to think...how wide they were..." She mumbled to herself, her legs stuck at the sides of her king-sized tummy that protruded past her toes. Her green stockings were a tattered mess as her legs seemed more like a sausage that had burst out of its casing. Wiggling her piggies in the air, she let out a sigh, relaxing her belly as her skirt gave way with a mighty POP. "Least I still am semi-decent."

Chiaki didn't get too long to dwell on the few positives of her situation as the game world went black once again. Great, what did they pick now? Chiaki sat in the darkness as the world slowly booted in. A familiar, catchy tune filled the air but it wasn't from the Monokumas this time. 

"Na na...nana na nana na...Katamari Ch-aki!" She groaned as a brightly colorful world popped into existance, Chiaki resting in the middle of an expansive bakery as little cookies, brownies, and pies were scattered across the landscape. She let out a heavy-toned gasp as a little Monokuma avatar pushed into her side, rolling her along towards a patch of donut holes as they practically were absorbed by her skin. 

All Chiaki could think was This is gonna suck.

"Sorry to keep you waiting!" Junko cheered, bursting through the lounge doors, startling her guests. "Took me forever to find the little rugbug!"

"Sheesh, talk about a search party! We've been waiting for almost an hour!" Hiyoko barked, snapping her foot impatiently into the rug. Hajime, who'd normally try and curb her her rotten behavior, sprung from his armchair towards Junko.

"Where's Chiaki? Is she okay?"

"Hmm? Of course she's fine! She stumbled into my private game room and had conked out. Poor little thing was tuckered out. I invited her to stay there as long as she wanted!" Junko explained, not exactly lying with her statement as she shot Hajime a smile. She knew full well he wasn't going to accept it at face value. As he opened his mouth to question this story...

"Geez, this is a Candy Factory isn't it? Shouldn't there be more free samples?!" Akane grunted, sitting on a pile of wrappers as she looked dissatified with the samples. "You can hardly call this 'enough' for a girl like me!" Hiyoko chimed in with a 'Yeah!', oddly on the ravenous gymnast's side for once. Makoto watched the whole scene play out, not knowing any of these people to try and but in as it felt like it was Hajime's job to handle them. 

"You want to fill your gut till you're ready to burst, eh?" Akane nodded at Junko's inquiry. "I have just the room for you!"

-------------------------------

Halfway through the journey folks. This idea was initially gonna be a stand-alone thing after watching the DanganRonpa 3 anime last year. To be honest, Chiaki's final scene was hard to stomach so I thought maybe putting this spin on it would balance out the...unpleasantness of it. Of course, not sure if adding a Wonka prose and fattening her up makes it all right in the end. 

Let me know what you think and I hope you enjoy it!